fiction expanded edition 

one NOTH INGTONOONE 
tuo THE LESSER FAITH 

TERMINUS (where death is most alive) 
h,,r BLIND AT HEART 
five ICIPHER 

INSIDE THE PARTICLE STORM 
seven EMPTY ME 
light MISERY’S CROWN 
m,n FOCUS SHIFT 

tc ii TH E MU N DAN E AN D THE MAGIC 
eleven A CLOSER END* 
t,reive WINTER TRIANGLE* 
thir te,n BELOW THE RADIANCE** 
fouru SILENCE IN TH E HOUSE OF TONGUES** 
■in, TERMINUS (where death is most alive)*** 
sixteen THE LESSER FAITH*** 

previously only available in japan/a astral ia 


fiction visuals 

out FOCUS SHIFT* 

TERM INUS (wheredeath is most alive)* 
thro FOCUS SHIFT** 
tour BLIND AT HEART*** 

FINAL RESISTANCE*** 
six MISERY’S CROWN*** 

/ TERM INUS (where death is most alive)**** 
ight THE LESSER FAITH**** 
nine THE NEW BUILD**** 
ten THE ENDLESS FEED**** 

promo video 
live rehearsal 

live at bang your head festival, germ any, summer 2007 
lire at summerlnreze festival, genuany, summer 2007 


previously unreleased 

lire at sununerbrene festival, germany, summer 2007 











Fiction 


Light to dark, dark to light. Summer is gone and soon so will winter be. Everything to me seems mixed up these days and doing touring for this 
album certainly has not helped. We started the touring cycle a month before the album was released for starters and then once it was out we 
cautiously lay waiting for the summer and the festival season to kick in. And that’s when all hell broke loose. 

We Deicided at Gods Of Metal, Heated up at Sauna Open Air, Rocked the entire nation at Sweden Rock, Performed numerous songs from various 
albums on a stage in front of a crowd at Bang your Head, Broke peace treaties at Hultsfred, Folded our heritage at Arvika Festivalen, Brutally 
Assaulted at hmm..Brutal Assault, and Feasted Hellishly at Hellfest, to only mention a few. 

Where else than in these European festivals can you feel like you just went through a rift in the space-time continuum and ended up someplace 
where the '90s never happened or the 70s never ended? A screaming fistbanging void of self-chosen obscurity in where the db of the metal 
is as important as the vol % of the beer. It’s about stepping out of the normal bleak world and into a place where everthing is accepted and no 
one is tried for their convictions. I love these places to death. I live and die by the late-night chats about early demos and live tapes around the 
temporary fireplaces made from old shoes and beercans. I love a place where you can meet your best friend or your worst enemy in front of 
a great band and nothing matters but the shared experience between the crowd and band. Nothing can break that bond and I’ve had the privi¬ 
lege to see it both from the mud pits in the pouring rain to the best seat in the house, centre stage. 

A spectacular summer it was. One where sleep was traded in for madness and peace of mind for the things that go “SkSl" in the night. And as 
always, friends were made and promises were broken. 

Summer passed and we started touring the countryside of lovely Sweden for the first time in too many a moon, making the most of what is still 
left here to ravage and plunder. What pleasure we take from driving the young ones out from the safety of their homes and into the arena with 
us. Where we take from them all that was given in terms of values and comfort. To bring the Dark to the restless and young is our calling and our 
five-year mission. Truth be told I have never seen such devotion and excitement in a Scandinavian crowd. We treasured every second of it, and 
it proved to us that the scene here is stronger than ever. 

And there is no place like somewhere far, far away either, it would prove. As soon as we had finished the north we went further down south to 
cover mainland Europe, a fantastic trip full of great shows and unbelievable crowds, we touched down home for Christmas for a bit only to then 
go to the far east. China has always been one of those unattainable territories that we knew nothing about. Was there a metal movement there 
at all? We knew of very few band that had gone over there, let alone metal bands. Going in we had no idea of the welcome they had in store for 
us and we were amazed to see that there is a vibrant and enthusiastic scene going on there. It seems like our plan for world domination is really 
working. 

So what of this release? To me this marks the half-time in the process of touring forthis album. We’ve done a lot but there are still places out 
there yet to be conquered and there are still people out there that we need to bring the metal to. Before we head back into the grotto of self- 
loathing to start writing the next album we want to make sure that everyone out there knows just how proud we are of this album. It pleases 
me to no end that we can now finally bringthe whole album with all the songs we recorded and for whatever reason left out of the final product. 
Also we decided to add a little retrospective looking back at what the hell happened duringthe summer and some otherthings I am sure you 
will enjoy. 

So turn it up, drop out and never, ever believe. 


Mikael Stanne - Gothenburg, March 2008. 





Nothing to no one The lesser faith 


force it to begin 

sparkthe flame 

to firebursting sin 

doctrine denied 

over and over again 

keepingdeath of all things private 

expose this failed creation 

what is done is dead 

to be content, an abomination 

are you satisfied 

are you done with this 

the ultimate rebellion: 
the sacrifice is endless 
the ultimate rebellion: 
be nothing to no one 

what’s in a true life? 
behind the crumbling walls 
of dream and infant illusion 
action without movement 
desire without heart 
it is over and done 
to crave for touchless objects 
and fathom without eyes 
the fall of all things personal 
that no one sees 

awaken to the screams 
of unresolved 
demands and accusations 
words are free 

these are the outer symptoms 
of innerdetonation 
will force us to inaction 
rid us of resolve 
take the burden off me 
lead me to my grave 


dreamed up a new word today 
in my ignorance I gave it meaning 
who was I to know 
to say it is to know it 
to hear it is to believe 

I dreamed the world would end 
I was not wrong 
to doubt, to discredit 
the words I’ve heard before 
from inside a shell pretending 

it’s all you’ve shown your faith 
and what you’ve always known 
so lay yourtrust in the unthinkable 
it's time to justify your lesser faith 

it’s all your faith has shown 

and all you'll ever know 

why do you matter, you’re insignificant 

how can you justify your lesser faith 

to know it is to fear it 

to feel it is to say no 

to the blazing highs and lows 

I know I’ll fail 

to break, to cast it down 

you take your lead 

from the staff that must be broken in two 



TenilinilS (where death is most alive) 

this is a ghost town 

alive with the echoes of failures fled 

lit up by shiny faces 

that parade these streets 

what used to be 

of humility is gone 

you walk on mounds 

of skull and bone 

where living is denied 

I see more movement in decomposition 

than in those hollow eyes 

it is the only place I know 
where death is most alive 
it is when truth is turned to lie 
that death is most alive 

set flame to the ensnarers 
and pierce that ornate shield 
branded by what claims you 
you wearthe mark of death 
tear from loss and agony 
a characterdefined 
stripped of all but tragedy 
what life is left to find 
go now - until there’s nothing left 
go now - the dying has begun 

so I flee from all that is me 
to hide behind this pale dead face 
whatever happened to desire, want and need 
whatever happened to integrity 
imagination is a curse in all of this 
whatever happened to the ones left behind 

this is a ghost town 

bodies dragged through endless streets 
go now, to never return 
I see more pitiful humiliation 
than you can ever hide 


Blind at heart 

I tell you here 

of all the crimes and hours broken 
what never came, will never be the same 
I tell you this, I tell you what 

the mind it has been flooded 
all the exits sealed 
a poison set to enter 
the unforgiving me 

probes and infiltrators 
infiltrate me 

it's in these hours we forget ourselves 
within a fire that consumes itself 

no need for your defences 
my angerwall will hold 
take yoursteady pride 
in monotony and beat 

invaders and corruptors 
invade me 

a supernova of flame on fire 
this broken spirit, blind at heart 

bite down hard on frustration 
the siege that can't be broken 
this hollow flame of fear 
I tell you this, I tell you what 

so close without connection 
locked inside the sphere 
I take the blame upon me 
and scream at what I see 




Icipher 

like lust has yet to fail me 
no powerto subside 
my instincts never broken 
this downfall so close at hand 

the thing that scares me most 
is the fear I see in others 
andthethingthat really 
frightens me to the core 
is when I see that fear in you 

like shields against the action 
no enemy to subdue 
we barricade forever 
that which hides inside of us all 

to breakthe rules and patterns 
are you scared enough 
before the end is here 
are you scared enough 

the thingthat scares me most 

is the fear I see in others 

that look that sends shivers 

down my spine 

will haunt me to the end 

of livingdays and nights 

you're the thing that matters to me most 

and I sense this fear in you 


Inside the particle storm 

inside the particle storm 
where clouds of napalm shimmer 
with the promise of one final dawn 

inside the particle bliss 

where ages collide into nothingness 

obliteration’s one final kiss 

a claw in the garden of eden 
cloggingthe bloodstream of earth 
tearing a hole in the fabric of life 
the horizon enriched with scars 

inside the particle blaze 
a chamber of dissolution 
proclaimingthe end of days 

we leave now 

nothing will follow, nothing at all 
the cleansingflames of entropy 
to devour us all 

our lungs are filled with sarin 
our children drowning like dogs 
handcuffed to the weight of cold dark matter 
without purpose, meaningorname 

inside the particle storm 

the poisoned gene of humanity 

nullified 


this is the moment 
when black ships anchortothe skies 
the heavy hands of chaos 
descend in merciless demise 






























Empty me 


what night never abandoned 
in shallow darkness dwell 
the evidence in pools of black 
light cannot penetrate 

Have you come for my forgiveness? 
there’s nothing left to give 
no response to your repentance 
this empty me 

lifted from the living days 
to be bent right out of shape 
let blades and satisfires 
cut and lick these wounds 
in reversal of repentance 
this bastard son of lies 
to bring meaningto it all 

Have you come for my forgiveness? 
there’s nothing left to give 
no response to your repentance 
this empty me 

take now from this body 
a coward's heart 
and a soul beyond repair 
empty me 

between insecurity and reason 
self deprecation as a means to the end 
out of reach but never closer 
a cure that searches for the cause 
cause for chaos 


Misery's crown 

all has now been broken 
on streets I dare not walk 
freedom is an illusion 
I build my fences high 
if there was something out there 
i’ve learned not to expect 
there’s a hundred million reasons 
not to care 

don’t bringyour misery down on me 
wear misery’s crown 

as always in these matters 
you broke the deal of deals 
and wasted what was given 
to revel in your mess 
I gave up all for nothing 
tried my best and failed 
there’s a thousand million reasons 
neverto share again 

this is how it all begins 

don't bring your misery down on me 

wear misery's crown 


drawn from memories the fragments linger 
on ages of thought and seconds of sleep 
what is it here that tempts the night 
to stab the day and kill the light 



Focus shift 

I think I just forgot 
to pick up the shells 
from my recent discharge 
and you tookthe blame 
explanations falter 
to ears fallen deaf 
wherever I go I get lost 

a reference to something 
that both ofus knew 
nothing that favors the few 
in the darkness electric we see 
that silence has spoken tonight 

I think I have lost my language 
whatever I said I deny 
I think I have lost my way 
whateverwasmissingisgone 
i let my focus shift 

your face is a map 
I fail to discover 
drowningthe sounds 
lost in the order 

it'sthe lookthat stayed my words 
the unblinking knowledge 
interlocked and holding 
no stalemate to break 
take hold of the flame that unites 
in the silence that speaks to me now 

I struggle to find the words 
that negate my meaning 
I fail to comprehend 
what message is given 

I decline the steady hand 

that leads to rejection 

tempted by the closure 

with no sense of pride 

drown the fury and swallowthe fire 


The mundane and the magic 

seen through these dreamless eyes 

blind buildings stark to the sky 

silhouettes as dividing walls 

guardingthe eternal secret 

where is the flame to haunt you 

who do you answerto 

my lies are always wishes 

lies that make me 

see beyond the rational 

accept the fate that nothing is meant to be 

be the least connected 

stay true to the last original 

apply layersto reality 
things only you can see 
add a beat to normality 
to tap the core of insanity 

I let my dreams cross over 

to days of endless gray 

if I could merge the mundane and the magic 

we’d forge the new unknown 

I let my dreams crossover 

to nothingness and back again 

if I could merge the mundane and the magic 

where is the dark I came to find? 

in latter days as time will find you 
memories will never let you get closer 
the silent sighs in useless company 
wish for darkness and death again 
in the face of ignorance and fear 
I cast it right back 

somethings were neverthereto begin with 
objectivity is truth denied 




A closer end 

as in the life of rain 

you 're only alive when you re falling 

the coldest chill 

in the emptiness of reason 

you brought it upon yourself 

it's slow but final 

with nothingto gain 

you brought it upon yourself 

it's slow but final 

it begins/begins today 

light up the days 

with the darkest ofwakingdreams 
for endless puzzles 
to reflect our aim 

it seems you've passed the mark 
of indescribable dark 
I fear you've drowned 
in hope of what youthinkwill come 

extracted from the sharpest of moments 
built to greet you when the time will come 
empty spaces on foundations of denial 
your structure is dust 

as in the death of dream 
awakenings will leave you stranded 
where no one is listening 
where no one is around 


Below the radiance 

Idon'tmind the fall 

it's the climb from the bottom 

that hurts the most 

here today, a stab of emptiness 

divert your eyes 

from the judgemental stares 

so nonforgiving 

yet what do they know 

what have they seen 

I cannot do it 

I plunge myself against the rocks of ice 
helldriven hounds now on my trail 

to play a part 
uphold a bland facade 
do the expected 
if only nothing remained 
of facts and furies 
these are the seconds 
that will not be forgotten 
this is the time 
what have I done 
what do they know 
I cannot do it 

eyes on the prize 
yet never tell them 
in shadows hide it 
what eyes can tell 
how well you know 
familiar urges 
the same old place 
where you will know it 
and they will pay 
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